*    NEWS  AND  VIEWS    *

The ultimate checks by which population is kept down
to the means of subsistence are vice and misery.

'Since the ends of life are virtue and happiness, these
methods ought to be superseded by the milder methods
which exist within men's reach.

'These evils may be delayed by promoting the increase
of capital. ... By rendering property secure, expendi-
ture frugal and production easy/ etc., etc.

Unfortunately, knowledge imperfectly apprehended
sometimes had the wrong results. This is what happened
to the Reverend Doctor Folliott's cook in Peacock's
Crotchet Castle. (The tract in question is evidently one by
the Society for the Diffusion of Useful Knowledge, in
which the 'learned friend5, Lord Brougham, was a
moving spirit. It is gratifying to know after Dr. Folliott's
experience, that the tracts of the Society ultimately
proved too abstruse for the general public.)

c "God bless my soul, sir!" exclaimed the Reverend
Doctor Folliott, bursting, one fine May morning, into
the breakfast-room at Crotchet Castle, "I am out of all
patience with this March of Mind. Here has my house
been nearly burned down, by my cook taking it into her
head to study hydrostatics, in a sixpenny-tract, pub-
lished by the Steam Intellect Society, and written by a
learned friend who is for doing all the world's business
as well as his own, and is equally well qualified to handle
every branch of human knowledge. I have a great abomi-
nation of this learned friend, as author, lawyer, and
politician, he is triformis, like Hecate: and in every one
of his three forms he is bifrons^ like Janus $ the true Mr.
Facing-both-ways of Vanity Fair. My cook must read
his rubbish in bed; and as might naturally be expected,
she dropped suddenly fast asleep, overturned the candle,
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